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But, lastly, Time perhaps at last hath power
To spend her lively powers and quench her light?
But old god Saturn, which doth all devour,
Doth cherish her and still augment her might

Heaven waxeth old, and all the spheres above
Shall one day faint, and their swift motion stay:
And Time itself in time shall cease to move:
Only the Soul survives, and lives for aye.

"Our Bodies, every footstep that they make,
March towards death, until at last they die;
Whether we work, or play, or sleep, or wake,
Our life doth pass, and with Time's wings doth fly.'

But to the Soul Time doth perfection give,
And adds fresh lustre to her beauty still,
And makes her in eternal youth to live,
Like her which nectar to the gods doth filL

The more she lives, the more she feeds on Truth:
The more she feeds, her strength doth more increase:
And what is strength but an effect of youth?
Which if Time nurse, how can it ever cease?

Objections against the Immortality of tbe Soul

BUT now these Epicures begin to smile,
And say my doctrine is more false than true,
And that I fondly do myself beguile,
While these receiv'd opinions I ensue.

Objection I

FOR what, say they, doth not the Soul wax old?
How comes it then that aged men do dote,
And that their brains grow sottish, dull and cold,
Which were in youth the only spirits of note?

WTiat? are not souls within themselves corrupted?
How can there idiots then by nature be?
How is it that some wits are interrupted,
That now they dazzled are, now clearly sec?